BREATHING SPACE
And here we had little doubt that the' vestments' lay.
We, therefore, attacked this very ancient stronghold
with torch and measuring-tape, but even with the
help of the plans it was most hard to survey, and
though by midday we could find our way to and fro
with scarce a mistake, I know that I did so by
recognizing stairways and halls, and not by my sense
of direction which was continually at fault. As
Olivia had predicted, there were eleven stairways,
all of them stone and some of them shut by doors,
and the whole of this fastness seemed to have been
built at haphazard without regard to method of any
sort. It was fully three times as large as we had
believed, and again and again we were confounded by
the mysteries of length and breadth. How many
doorways there were, I dare not say: there was very
little arras, and what there was hid nothing \mt smooth,
stone wall: shutters there were none.
At noon we sent Stiven to his dinner, cleansed
ourselves and made for the library, to find Olivia and
Palin working with slips of paper on each of which
they had written the alphabet down, and spelling out
what seemed to be nonsense with infinite care.
" As you've no hats on," said Palin, " you'd better
take off your shoes.   The floor upon which you are
standing is holy ground.   There is no goddess but
Olivia: and I am her prophet/*
Olivia looked up and laughed.
" We've found the cipher," she said,   " Not the
key, you know—the cipher."
" ' We' ?" said Palin.  " I shouldn't have found the
cipher in fifty years.   More.   Thanks to the misr
representation which that serpent saw fit to employ,
I should have wasted my life in a labour the futility
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